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The words, " Look at that blighted plutocrat! " assailed
his ears ; and in attempting to see the plutocrat in question,
he became aware that it was himself. The epithets were
unjust! He was modestly attired in a brown overcoat and
soft felt hat; that fellow Riggs was plain enough in all
conscience, and the car was an ordinary blue. True, he
was alone in it, and all the other cars seemed full of people ;
but he did not see how he was to get over that, short of
carrying into London persons desirious of going in the
opposite direction. To shut the car, at all events, would
look too pointed—so there was nothing for it but to sit still
and take no notice ! For this occupation no one could
have been better framed by Nature than Soames, with his
air of slightly despising creation. He sat, taking in little
but his own nose, with the sun shining on his neck behind,
and the crowd eddying round the police. Such violence as
had been necessary to break the windows of the 'bus had
ceased, and the block was rather what might have been
caused by the Prince of Wales. With every appearance of
not encouraging it by seemiag to take notice, Soames was
observing the crowd. And a vacant-looking lot they were,
in his opinion ; neither their eyes nor their hands had any
of that close attention to business which alone made
revolutionary conduct formidable. Youths, for the most
part, with cigarettes drooping from their lips—they might
have been looking at a fallen horse.
People were born gaping nowadays. And a good thing,
too ! Cinemas, fags, and football matches—there would
be no real revolution while they were on hand; and as
there seemed to be more and more on hand every year,
he was just feeling that the prospect was not too bleak,
when a young woman put her head over the window of his
car.
" Could you take me in to town ? "

